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suffered more vitally, for as usual the American
gun captains aimed for the deck and hull; and
they had been carefully drilled at target practice.
The British sailors suffered frightfully from this
storm of grape and chain shot, but those who
were left alive still fought inflexibly. It looked as
though the Frolic might get away, for the masts
of the Wasp were in danger of tumbling over
the side. With this mischance in mind, Captain
Jacob Jones shifted helm and closed in for a hand-
to-hand finish.

For a few minutes the two ships plunged ahead
so near each other that the rammers of the Ameri-
can sailors struck the side of the Frolic as they
drove the shot down the throats of their guns. It
was literally muzzle to muzzle. Then they crashed
together and the Wasp's jib-boom was thrust be-
tween the Frolic's masts. In this position the
British decks were raked by a murderous fire
as Jacob Jones trumpeted the order, "Boarders
away!" Jack Lang, a sailor from New Jersey,
scrambled out on the bowsprit, cutlass in his fist,
without waiting to see if his comrades were with
him, and dropped to the forecastle of the Frolic.
Lieutenant Biddle tried it by jumping on the bul-
wark and climbing to the other ship as they crashed